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the  roads  all  still,   enjoying  themselves;  enjoying  a  little
peace."
Her mounting happiness became so intense as she went
along, gazing at Uryen's huge slouching back and dusky head,
and thinking to herself: "He isn't listening to what 'ThelV
saying. He's thinking of me!" that when they reached the
South Walk she felt, since Lovie wasn't there to be hugged,
she'd have to do something to please D. No-man!
"I don't mind waiting for you here, D.," she said. "I couldn't
in the town. Besides, it bothered them all, your going back,
But I'll sit down over there. You can run round by your Icen
Way. 1 don't mind! I really honestly don't. We'll soon over-
take them. I do wish to goodness we had brought Lovie!"
No-man removed his cap and wiped his forehead with his
hand. He dropped her arm and stood still. He looked per-
plexed and worried, hesitating what to do, miserable without
his great cudgel, but evidently unwilling to leave her.
"Well?" she repeated. "Aren't you going? There's a seat
over there—you won't be long. We'll soon catch them up."
She looked steadily at him and their eyes clung to each
other. They were standing by the railings, close to the ceno-
taph. The others were already crossing the road, Claudius and
Mr. Wye in front, Uryen and Thuella following them.
Neither of the two seemed to wish to be the first to look
away; but the girl didn't feel as if either of them were think-
ing solely of the other. They each seemed to be looking
through the other, down some long receding vista of future
days.
Almost as instinctively as if No-man had been Lovie, the
girl suddenly put out her hand to straighten the collar of his
coat. There must have been something about this natural ges-
ture that struck the man as unusual; for the character of the
expression in his eyes completely changed and in its changing
caused a change in hers, too. They no longer looked through
each other, thinking of their own lives. They looked at each
other, wondering, confused, embarrassed, and with a sort of
tentative shyness.
The bells at this point changed their "tempo/' no doubt to
indicate that there was only five minutes left before the begin-
ning of the morning service, while a couple of tall choir-boys,
hurrying past them, cast the same sort of covetous look at

